86       The Science of Happiness

times consoles. Yet Nature, the night, infinitude,
always remain the same. It is we who see them
differently.

XIV. Chateaubriand sowed along his entire
career, with unequalled zeal, sadness and disen-
chantment. Was he at least sincere? It is
enough to remember with what childish vanity
he enjoyed all the pleasures of life, his distinctions,
his titles, his fame as a writer, and his conquests
as a selfish and incorrigible lover.

Moreover, he expressed his weariness in words
so carefully chosen that we begin to doubt the
reality of his sufferings.

A day came when his own confessions opened to
us a large window upon the mystery of his
soul.

In the work may be read this disturbing phrasex :
li It was in the wood of Combourg that I began to
feel the first attack of that weariness which I have
dragged with me all my life, the melancholy which
has constituted my torment and my felicity.''1
And suddenly, delivered from the magic of his
style, we have perceived a man intoxicated by his
own greatness; under the cover of sadness, a
feeling of pride in being distinguished from the
world of mortals.

1 Memoires d'outre-tombe.